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and shall not know), frayed of garments, wont to 
scud the moors, and skip the kills, and thread his 
way by the briary brooks in the green glens of 
Donegal, his pockets bursting with ballads, and 
his heart with love of Ireland ; the former of which 
he thought the grandest boon earth could bestow, 
and the latter the most soul- satisfying joy in the 
gift of the gods. The world had named him very 
poor- — because, then as now, the world sees only 
the superficialities. To appear poor to the crowd was 
probably his whim- — one of those whims which we 
can all so easily pardon, even admire, in the avowedly 
opulent. For, in truth, he was of the millionaire 
magnates of earth, master of mines among his 
native mountains, gold and silver mines and 
diamond, which sank to insignificance all the trove 
of over-sung El Dorado. 

One day this boy, turning his back upon fabulous 
treasures, foolhardy, hied him out over the great 
ring of hills — / see them around me as I write-^ 



^rio, herded his dreams — and never 
■s name is now a mere memory on 

zeds dropped from him in his dreams, 

I root, and came to bloom, in their 
■■ holding his memory a Utile longer 
The writer of this note, who knew 
I, having seen into his heart, was 
has called a handful of the blossoms 
sorry ones enough, but pardoned 
ire of the country-boy's heart) and 
wrent hand, now place them above 
■me at whose feet the boy had laid 
■4 beloved by Eire to whose sad soul 
est songs — of one who, like the boy 
making of, is now no more. 

SEUMAS MacMANUS. 
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A MHUIRNIN GEAL MO CHROIDHE.i 

The braes they are aflame with whin, 

The glens with flowers rejoice ; 
In every bush a gladsome bird, 

Lifts up a tuneful voice. 
Yet, whin, and flower, and bonny bird 

Aiid each sweet melody, 
But adds an ache to my sore heart, 

A mhuirnin geal mo chroidhe / 

For, whins may flame, and flowers may bloom, 

Ajid sun flood hill and plain, 
And birds on every bough may sing, 

Sweet summer 's come again ; 
While I shall shiver for the chill 

That holds the heart of me — 
My Sun has set, my Summer fled, 

A mhuirnin geal mo chroidhe / 

* Pron. A Vum-yeen gal mo chree — O, Bright darling of 
my heart. 
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You were my cherished Flower of Flowers, 

You were my Warbler sweet, 
You were my Sun of summer, kind, 

You were my World complete : 
But the Flower has withered on the brae. 

The Bird has*"quit the tree. 
And all my world to winter worn, 

A mhuirnin geal mo chroidhe / 

The grass waves o'er your dear dark head, 

The cold clay wraps you round. 
It's lonesome for you lying there, 

So deep in the dark ground, 
Where my arms can never reach you, 

Where you can never see 
The burning love that blinds my eyes, 

A mhuirnin geal mo chroidhe / 

O, sad to think those eyes don't light. 

And I, your Heart, so near ! 
'Tis sore that I should call, and call, 

And you refuse to hear ! 
But sleep, a nUn^ for sure 'tis Night : 

And soon glad Dawn shaU be. 
When lips will meet and souls will greet, 

A mhuirnin geal mo chroidhe J 



■ 
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MY, CREED. 

One Queen, I own, and one alone 

Commands my meek obedience ; 
No Sovereign named by human law. 

From her draws my allegiance. 
For her I live, for her I strive, 

And shall, till life is ended ; 
And with my latest parting breath 

Her name it will be blended — 
Kathleen, 
Your dear name will be blended. 

I love God's peace upon our hills, 

And fain would not destroy it ; 
I love sweet life in this fair world 

And long would I enjoy it ; 
But when my Sovereign needs my life 

That day Til cease to crave it, 
And bare a breast for foeman's steel, 

And show a soul to brave it — 
Kathleen, 

For your sweet sake to brave it. 

O, glorious Death on battle-plain 
Our foemen oft has baffled ; 

And proudest lovers of Kathleen 
Have holy made the scaiffold. 



%■ 
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Not mine to choose, nor mine to care — 
The cause the manner hallows — 

ril court the steel, or kiss the cord. 
On green hillside, or gallows — 

Kathleen, 
For you 1*11 woo the gallows. 

My life is then my Queen's, to leave, 

To order, or to ask it, 
This good right arm to fend or strike. 

This brain, is hers, to task it. 
This hand that waits, this heart that beats, 

Are hers when she shall need 'em, 
And my secret soul is burning for 

Her trumpet-call to Freedom — 
Kathleen, 
O sound the call to Freedom ! 



k^. 



When I was yoijng my life was glad as Murlo's 

crooning stream, 
Each moment was a sparkling joy and every day 

a dream. 
Oh, many and many an hour I sat, while yet the 

sun was low. 
And listened to the linnet green, that waked the 

woods of Boe. 

I knew the mavis of Monea, the blackbird of 

Sthragar, 
I loved the leverock of Carroo, the gooldie of 

Glenvar ; 
But of all the birds in bush or sky that sunny long 

ago. 
None could compare the linnet rare that charmed 

the groves of Boe. 

Oh, wander west or wander east, oh, fare me far 

or near. 
That little linnet's piping voice is pleading in my 

ear ; 
Still calling, calling, calling, " Oh, why will you 

wander so ? 
Why leave these happy, happy woods ? Come 

back ! Come back to Boe ! " 
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Ah, weary 's me on wandering, and weary 's 

me on gold ! 
It sours the nature in the breast, it turns the warm 

heart cold ; 
It choked the lilt was in my life, it drowns the 

gladdening glow 
I felt what time my linnet green awaked the wood* 

of Boe. 

Please God, I'll bind my bundle up ; FU take my 

stout blackthorn, 
And the risin' sun will meet me on the road the 

morrow's mom. 
*' Farewell ! " FU cry, and wave my hand ; *' Fare 

well to gilded woe ! 
'Tis wealth I seek — a singing heart, and the 

linnet's lilt in Boe." 

I know a red-lipped cailin there, as bright as May- 
mom beam ; 

I know a white-walled cabin 'longside a purling 
stream ; 

I know a hundred, hundred joys that o'er our 
days will flow. 

While the lovely little linnet green makes glad 
the groves of Boe. 



b^.. 



THURISK'S RETORT. 

A smile peeping out of his old eyes, he entered ; 

With a Heigh-ho ! he laid down his kit — 
Twas Thurisk, the rascal, that never was beaten 
At contest of fiddling or wit. 

" Why, mdise, a chara, ould Thurisk, ye're 
welcome ! 

Sure," — here Kitty winked those about — 
" It's charminer, purtier, younger, ye're growin' 

Every momin' tiie bhss'd sun shines out," 

" Thanky, kindly ! " said Thurisk, while statelily 
dropping 

A courtsey would honour a Guelph, 
" Throth, the purtiest girl at a tay-party you'd be 

If no wan was there but yourself." 
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MY INVER BAY. 

Odi ! Inver Bay of a harvest day. 

And the sun goin' down the sky ; 

When with many's a laugh the boats put off, 

And many's the merry cry ! 

To Cork's own Cove though one may rove. 

He will not find, mo chroidhe, 

A rarer bay, a fairer bay, 

A sweeter bay nor thee. 

For the Kaiser's rod and his realms so broad, 

I wouldn't swap, not I, 

My Inver Bay of a harvest day, 

And the sun goin' down the sky. 

A purtier boat there's not afloat 

Than Pathrick Rose's Nan, 

A boulder crew, nor boys more true 

Is not in wide Irelan' — 

A long, long pull, a sthrong, sthrong puii. 

And one right hearty cheer. 

Our " Nan " so brave she tops the wave. 

And our comrade-boats we clear ; 

We lead the throng, we sthrike a song. 

We rise it loud and high. 

On Inver Bay of a harvest day, 

And the sun goin' down the sky. 
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Till we reach away where the herrin's play, 

There's neither slack nor slow ; 

As quick as thought our nets are shot, 

On the tafts then we lie low, 

And many's the stave rolls o'er the wave, 

And many's the yarn is told — 

The sea all white with silver bright, 

The air all filled with gold — 

A scene more grand, God's good right hand 

It ne'er reached from on high, 

Than Inver Bay of a harvest day, 

And the sun goin' down the sky. 

O'er far Norway it 's give me sway. 

With a palace wide and broad, 

With silks, and wine, and jewels fine. 

And himdreds at my nod — 

In robes all gay with golden spray 

It 's dress me you might do ; 

But I'd loathe your wine, your jewels fine, 

Your gold, and your kingdom, too ; 

For a ragged coat, in Pathrick's boat, 

It's I'd lament and sigh, 

And for Inver Bay of a harvest day. 

With the sun goin down the sky. 

Our bravest sons, our stoutest ones. 
Have rushed across the sae. 
And, God He knows, each wind that blows 
Is waf tin' more away ! 
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It 's sore disthress does them hard press, 

They dhrop their heads and go — 

Och, Sorrow's Queen, it's you has seen 

Their hearts big swelled with woe ! 

Though gold they make, their hearts they break. 

And they oft sit down and cry 

For Inver Bay of a harvest day, 

And the sun goin' down the sky. 

Och ! Inver Bay of a harvest day, 

And the sun goin' down the sky ; 

When with many's the laugh the boats put off, 

And many's the merry cry. 

To Cork's own Cove though one may rove, 

He will not find, mo chroidhe, 

A rarer bay, a fairer bay, 

A sweeter bay nor thee ! 

For the Kaiser's rod and his realms so broad 

I wouldn't swap, not I, 

My Inver Bay of a harvest day. 

And the sun goin' down the sky. 
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MO MHUIRNIN.i 

I. 

Mo Mhuirniny Mo Mhuirnin, I feel the soft bliss 
now — 

The soul-charged kiss those pure Ups laid, love- 
warm, upon my brow. 

You bent above me that dear face, so angel-calm, 
so fair, 

You raised a gentle hand and lightly brushed 
away my hair, 

Then softly, chastely, pressed your lips upon my 
lifted brow — 

Mo Mhuirnin, Mo Mhuirnitty I feel the soft bliss 
now ! 

II. 

Mo Mhuirnitty Mo Mhuirnitty I feel its magic 

stiU! 
A-through my gladdened veins there speeds the 

same exalting thrill. 
My heart of hearts goes out to you, as scorning 

my control, 
A peace beyond all earthly peace comes soothing 

to my soul : 

* Pr. wo vurn-yeen ( = my darling). 
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Of fullest joy this life doth know, I wot I've had 

my fill — 
Mo Mhuirnin, Mo Mhuirnin, I feel the magic 

still ! 

III. 

Mo Mhuirnin, Mo Mhuirnin, I bless your dear 

dark head ! 
But though my blessings flowed all day, they still 

were half unsaid. 
A gradh mo chroidhe, mo chailin dubh ! ^ God bless 

you night and mom, 
Your heart within sing ever like the lark above 

the corn, 
A daisy path in life be yours, in death an easy bed. 
Mo Mhuirnin, Mo Mhuirnin, God bless your dear, 

dark head ! 

2 Pr. A gra mo chree mo chaUyeen dhu ( = Love of my 
heart, my black-haired girl). 



FOR IRELAND. 

A fierce flame burnt, at boyhood's dawn, within 
my tender breast. 

Impassioned love my soul consumed for Mother- 
land, opprest. 

Her glories gilt my waking hours, her woes my 
i-eams o'ercast ; 

,Vnd the love that fed my heart's first fire, please 
God, shall light my last. 

There's not a little bell that blows in Ireland's 
dewy glens. 

There's not a sagan waves a spear above her 
many fens, 

There's not a tiny blade of grass on all her thousand 
hills 

But, this fond breast, with tender love to over- 
flowing fills. 

0, Ireland, for your holy sake I'll joyful bear all 

pain. 
To your high cause I consecrate my heart, my 

hand, my brain. 
If life and strife avail me not to save that soul 

one sigh. 
Then, crowning joy, in your proud name, let one 

unworthy die. 
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FATHER JOHN. 

Father John rode from the wedding, 
Chatting Thurisk by his side, 

Underneath whose coat a fiddle 
Peeped — ^his all, his joy and pride. 



Father John so hale and rosy, 
Always bearing bHthe and gay ; 

Thurisk's eyes, around the corners, 
Love of mirth and fun betray. 



(( } 



Twas a droll night, Thurisk darling *' — 
With a twinkle in his eye — 
** Who e'er seen the wedding beat it 
For rale fun ? I'm sure not I ! 



*' How about the fiddle, Thurisk — 
What sum did she rise, a stor ? " 

" A thrifle just of two-an'-twinty, — 
Pivil^take the penny more." 



Thurisk looked on him with pity. 
Shook his head, — " Throgs, I'm afraid 

That the ould man — Heaven rest him ! 
Might a-give ye a better thrade." 

' The maniage (ce in Donegal in the days of Thurisk. 
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MAIRIN OG, A ST0R.1 

Catch the rosy blush of mbrn, 
Steal the gold from off the corn, 
Rob the cloudless sky of that pure tint last even- 
tide it wore — 
And you have the cheeks so rare, 
And the flashing golden hair, 
And the mischief-brimming blue eyes of my 
Mdirin Og, a Stor J 

To our hills in winter go, 

Where you'll find the purest snow, 
And redder holly-berries than you've ever seen 
before ; 

Then with Fancy's aid infuse. 

Into teeth and lips those hues — 
And behold the pretty coaxing mouth of Mdirin 

Og a Stor ! 

From the rowan-tree so fair, 
Filch its lithe and stately air, 
And bestow on it a fairy form, that angels might 
adore — 

1 Pr. Mauf-yeen Og a Store =• Voung Mary my darling. 
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And see the winsome face, 
And the airy, swan-like grace, 
And the figure so bewitching of my Mdirin Og, 
a Stor. 

Take the evening star's mild beam. 
As it trembles in the stream, 
And the light and bomiding noiseless tread of 
lambkins on the moor ; 
Catch the music of the brook, — 
Then you have the voice and look. 
And the matchless, magic step of her, my Mdirin 
Og, a Stor. 

Find the stream's love for the lake. 
And the briar's for the brake. 
And the love that makes the mountains seek the 
fond skies bending o'er — 
And you've thrown one little ray 
On the love words can't convey. 
That for evermore doth draw this heart to Mdirin 
Og, a Stor. 
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FOR THE SHORES OF AMERIKAY. 

Oh, sore 's my heart at parting you, 

Old Ireland mo chroidhe 
And to the core of my sad soul 

The grief is rendin* me ! 
Och, it's cruel for to desert you, 

From you to fly away — 
But ah, woe ! woe ! it's I must go 

For the shores of Amerikay ! 

A mother you were to us, a slor. 

And low's your head this day 
To see your childre leavin* you 

But faraor I they cannot stay : 
The tears they cry at partin' you 

Are bitter as the sae, 
For ah, woe ! woe ! it's they must go 

For the shores of Amerikay. 

In the cabin with my mother 

A happy pair were we ; 
Now, long and green the grass it grows 

Where our hearthstone used to be — 
In yon graveyard my mother lies 

On a pillow of cold clay ! 
And och, woe ! woe ! it's I must go 

For the shores of Amerikay ! 
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Och, God be with the daj^ I've seen 

Out on your green hillsides ! 
It 's pine I will, and long for them, 

No matter what betides : 
Oh, goold in lapfulls I'll send back 

To Irelan' o'er the sae — 
But now, woe ! woe ! it's I must go 

For the shores of Amerikay ! 

Then, God be with ye, boys and girls 

That used to run with me ! 
And God be with ye, neighbours kind. 

That never more I'll see ! 
I'll cry my hearty-fiU for you 

When I am far away, 
For, oh, woe ! woe ! it's I must go 

For the shores of Amerikay ! 

God's blessin' with ye, Ireland ! 

And God's blessin' with ye, friends I 
Och, that I'd never seen this day, 

For sore my heart it rends. 
A Dhia Dhilis / *Mhuire as truagh / ^ 

Oh, God ! that I could stay ! 
But, no, woe ! woe 1 it's I must go 

For the shores of Amerikay ! 

1 Oh Loved God ! Oh, Mary, my sorrow. 



}- 
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IN DARK^HOUR. 

I turn my steps where the Lonely Road 

Winds far as the eye can see, 
And I bend my back for the burden sore 

That God has reached down to me. 

I have said farewell to the sun-kissed plains, 

To Joy I gave good-bye ; 
Now the bleak wide wastes of the world are 
mine. 

And the winds that wail in the sky. 

No bright flower blooms, no sweet bird calls, 

Nor hermit ever abode, 
Not a green thing lifts one lowly leaf, 

O God, on the Lonely Road ! 

The thick dank mists come stealing down, 

And press me on every side, 
With never a voice to cheer me on, 

And never a hand to guide. 

I shall cry in my need for a Voice and Hand, 
And the solace of love-wet eyes — 

And an icy clutch will close on my heart, 
When Echo, the mocker, replies. 



■W: 
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I know my good soul will fail me not, 
When Forms from the Dark round me creep, 

And whisper 'twere sweet to journey no more, 
But lay down the burden and sleep. 

{Look onward and up, Heart of my Heart, 
Where the road strikes the skies afar I 

To cheer you, and guide, thro' your darkest hour. 
Behold yon beckoning Star I ) 

I set my face to the grey wild wastes, 

I bend my back to the load — 
Dear God be kind with the heart-sick child 

Who steps on the Lonely Road. 
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A WORD OF COMFORT. 



It's low may be your head, a gradh. 

And troubled be your brow. 
With bitterest grief that none recall 

Your ancient glories now ! 
The strangers they may teach your soni 

To sneer and to forget — 
But, 'gradh mo chroidhe a chuisle. 

There's one heart loves ye yet ! 
A stor mo chroidhe, one faithful heart 

Still beats, that loves ye yet ! 



There's one heart grieves with you in grief. 

And joys with you in joy. 
And hates the servile base-bom ones, 

Your memories who'd destroy. 
Though all the world should turn on you 

But frowns and glances chill, 
Och, there's one heart, mo mhuimln, 

Would love ye better still — 
A stor mo chroidhe, there's one fond heart 

Would love ye better still. 
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And, though your sons'should cringe to them 

That left your head so low, 
And make your poor heart bleed, a nitn 

With grief, and shame, and woe, 
There's one proud heart, a mhilis, yet, 

To scorn the taunting foe, — 
Still in your cause there's one stout arm 

To deal a ringin' blow — 
A stor mo chroidhe, one strong stout arm 

To strike a ringin* blow ! 
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THE FAIRY HOST. 



Jauntily riding down the Crooked Park, 
I saw them yest'reen 'twixt the day and the dark. 
There were fifty score maidens and men fifty score, 
And each had a Httle swift steed to the fore. 

'Twas gay looked the men in their jackets of red, 
A bumble-bee's wing was a-plume to each head ; 
'Twas rare were the maidens that rode there, I 

ween, 
But none could compare with the Fairy Queen. 

Sweetly she smiled, and graciously bowed 
To right and to left o'er the prancing crowd ; 
Her curvetting charger was dark as midnight, 
And the heattier itself scarce could match him 
in height. 

Stately, sedately, she coursed along ; 
Lightly and sprightly spurred the gay throng ; 
Loud was the laughter when in Mooly's ^ track 
A horse and his rider went plimip on their back. 

* The polled cow. 



BALLADS OF A COUNTRY-BOY 25 

*Twas down in the hollow beneath the sciog bush 
They halted, and each tied his steed to a rush, 
A piper climbed into a Maj^ower's cup. 
And, squeezing the chanter, struck the drone up. 

Then fifty fair maidens all kirtled in white. 
Advancing and curtseying to left and to right, 
Took fifty bold partners and linked them along, 
And tripped a gay measure to music and song. 

Their singing was ringing, and high was their glee. 
Till their sentinel, perched on a bouchailin 

Gave warning the sun would be soon on his path. 
When each seized a steed, and swept swift to the 
rath. 

2 Pr. buchal-yeen hwee ( = yellow little fellow). The 
benweed. 



^■^R^ 
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THE SILLY TREUN.i 



When the gray dust of dayli'gone* was sifting on 

the lea, 
Last evening, I wandered out, my wearied self 

to flee ; 
And down a pleasant meadow-field my footsteps 

carried me. 



What place the grass grew long and thick a 
1*?^ Treun I did espy 

On broad of back abandoned, and his spindle- 
shanks on high, isrv 

Ashouting on the world to see him holding up 
the sky. 

^In Irish-speaking districts the Com-craik is called the 
Treun, which signifies strength. He is so called, because 
he lies on his back in the long grass, and, in awe-stricken 
admiration contemplating his raised feet cries (in Gaelic) 
" Strength with Strength ! What wonderful strength 
for the two little feet of one poor bird to hold up aU the 
skies 1 " 

2 Twilight (day-light-gone). 



Whom good-for-nothings chased from ditch to 
ditch with finger-stones. 



With legs so long, and head so small, I said, thou 

knavish bird. 
That overrun'st our peaceful fields, thou vile 

unbidden Kurd, 
What gave thy brainless thimble-head idea so 

absurd > 



Thou rank imposter, added I, whose kind our 
meadows throng, 

Sore vexing J restful sununer eves with this in- 
sensate song. 

Discordant and impertinent as it is vilely wrong — 



0, silly, silly amadan 3 of the conceited cries ! 
Rascal the most impudent that either walks or 

flies t +! "i 

Dost truly think those foolish feet are holding 

up the skies ? 
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All that vasty space from west to east with all 

its stars 
Where Cynthia grand and Phoebus fair alternate 

roll their cars 
And lurid comets trail their portents dread of 

bloody wars ! 

Avaunt ! I said, thy vanity alone the skies might 

stay ! 
I startled him ; he frightened flew into the twi- 

Ught gray: 
And lo ! the skies moved not one bit when his 

heels were drawn away ! 



I shouted, Ha ! poor fool, art now dissuaded of 

thy lies ? 
And from the distance., floating easy, came his 

freaking cries — 
Oh, wonderful ! one poor bird's feet to hold up 

all the skies ! 



Sweet blows the bracing breeze along each brown 

old heathery knowe, 
Rich-laden with a hundred scents from flowery 

height and howe ! 
Bright smiles the spring-time sun adown on moor, 

and marsh, and bawn. 
And coaxes bloom to heather-bell, and spotless 

ceanabhan ! 
'Tis bhss, 'tis bliss to close my eyes and fancy that 

I roam 
Once -more a joyous youth upon the heath-clad 

hills at home ! 



I feel the odour-laden breeze blow fresh upon my 

brow. 
And the warm young heart of days long gone b->ats 

high within me now ; 
By pamless ways where led my steps on many a 

happy day — 
By fields of furze all golden, by soft brown knowes, 

I stray ; 
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I see, beyond, the mountains tower, the wide 

Atlantic foam, — 
Wide earth has not one spot more fair than the 

heath-clad hills at home ! 

The honeyed breath from off those hills was that 

which first I drew. 
Their shades liiy childhood's wonder were, — their 

gold, rich brown, and blue ; 
Out o'er their heights, adown their glens, my 

travels long had been, 
And well for me the world beyond Fd never 

known or seen ! 
Were I so possessed, I*d barter all the wealth of 

kingly Rome 
For a day of youth and a careless heart on the 

heath-clad hills at home ! 

True, I was poor in those far days when tales to 

me were told 
Of distant lands whose cities grand resplendent 

shone with gold. 
I quitted home, I found the wealth and cities gay 

I sought. 
But at the cost of heart-content those things were 

dearly bought. 
Take, take away this gaudy Ufe, take glittering 

spire and dome, ^ 
And give me back my, guileless youth on the 

heath-clad hills at home ! 



a boy ! 
It cannot be ? Then, but a grave— not in tl 

foreign loam, 
But laid to sleep where blue-bells weep on 

heath-clad hills at home ! 
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ULTIMA ROMANORUM. 



Och, it's cowF ye are, poor Micky ! ^ 

And your head is lyin' low ! 
And above ye, sure, the hare-bell 

And the daisy soon shall blow — 
And the leverock and the throstle 

Will pipe their mornin' call. 
Just as if — God rest ye, Micky ! — 

Ye were never here at all. 



And the worl' will swing along, Mick 

As it was wont of yore, 
And as oft ye demonsthrated 

With chalk upon the floor — 
And the day will follow night-time, 

And the night will follow day. 
And shall we, too, forget ye, Mick, 

For ever and for aye ? 

^ Michael Maguire, country schoolmaster of the old 
school, and parish bard. 
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No ; Teddy may forget to keep 

A dhrop of something nate, 
Mat Murphy may forget to growl, 

Ned Lynch forget to chate — 
And Frank Magmre forget to rhyme, 

And TuUy Mack to pray — 
But, throth, we won't forget you, Mick, 

Although ye' re in the clay ! 



The ould men, sure, will mind ye, 

And they'll tell us many a yarn 
Of the ructions and the fractions. 

And the whackin's, in the barn — 
Of the Gough and of the Vosther ^ 

And of how you quelled a row — 
Then they'll shake their gray ould noddles, 

With, ** There's no such larnin' now ! 



}) 



The girls will mind your valentines ; 

The boys mid heark'ning throngs 
Of spell-bound ones in distant lands 

Will fondly chant your songs ; 
And, round the fire in years to come, 

Before their childre tall, 
They'll boast of how they footed it 

At Micky's Christmas Ball. 

^ The standard books on Arithmetic in Micky's days. 

D 
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Och, it's cowl' ye are, poor Micky ! 

And your head is lyin* low, 
And above ye, sure, the hare-bell 

And the daisy soon shall blow — 
And the throstle, and the leverock, 

Will pipe their momin' call, 
Just as if — God rest ye, Micky ! — 

Ye were never here at all ! 
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TYRCONNELL. 



I love thee ! I love thee ! thou land of grey 

mountains, 
Of swift silver streamlets, and bright flashing 

fountains ! 
Where in childhood I sported, in boyhood I 

wandered ; 
Where my brightest dreams dreamt I, my highest 

hopes pondered — 
Dreams and hopes that some near day, at call 

of our sireland, 
T3TConnell might yet strike the chains from old 

Ireland, 
And I, with the brave on that day of elation, 
Should help to baptise in red streams the young 

nation. 



I've rested my tired limbs on Cam's sununit 

steepled. 
And with sadness looked down on fair Brenter 

unpeopled, 
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Where the laughter of children, the song of the 

peasant, 
Is stilled for the kine's low, and scream of the 

pheasant : 
And the women's wild shrieking, the roof-trees 

rude crashing, 
Came up through the years, my hot passions 

lashing 
* Gainst tyrants, of earth's foulest products the 

leaven, — 
And I asked then, O, God, is no Vengeance in 

Heaven ? 



On Binban's heathy slopes when the sun was 

declining 
And his last lingering rays on its hill-tops were 

shming, 
I've anguishedly gazed at his path o'er the 

waters. 
And thought how Tjnrconnell's proud sons and 

fair daughters. 
For ages untold that white pathway are 

thronging. 
With drooped beads, with wailing, and heart- 
breaking longing ; 
Though fleeing from loud Want to Wealth o'er the 

ocean, 
Their sad hearts turn homeward with truest 

devotion. 
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I love thee ! I love thee ! With comrades together 
I've wandered long summer days o'er thy brown 

heather ; 
Thy howes, and thy knowes, and thy deep glens 

exploring, 
And their lovely old legends of saint and sage 

storing. 
As swift as to Inver Bay bounds Ainey river, 
So quick turns my heart to thee, ever and ever : 
As the ivy entwines the old home of O'Donnell, 
So cling my affections to thee loved T5TConnell ! 
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I UNDERSTAND. 

When your head once lay on my breast, 
And your hand was closed in my hand, 

You drew back the veil from your soul 
And asked could I understand. 

The letters that flamed in gold flame 
On the virgin-whiteness I scanned — 

I love you, I love you, Love — 
And I whispered, I understand. 

I thought I did. Foolish we be ! 

I, in Sorrow's intense solitude, 
Where the dread hours drag into ages, 

Fared far ere I understood. 

Yesternight I lifted wet eyes 

To the stars, that were as the sands, 
And cried, O my God ! it is now, 

Only now, that my soul understands J 
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THE MOUNTAIN WATERFALL. 



Like lance from an ambushed one, glimmenng, 
shimmering, flung. 
Over the brink of the mountain 'tis hurled : 
Like Love to the arms of Love, from the grim 
heights above 
Headlong it plimges into a new world. 



And, oh ! of the seething, the writhing, the 
wreathing, 
The broil and turmoil, but a demon may tell — 
The cavernous thundering, like gods enraged, 
sundering, 
Riving with striving, the cauldrons of Hell ! 



Madly it bounds along, bawling its revel-song. 
Sweeping and leaping with riotous glee — 

Oh the wild course of it ! Oh, the dread force of it ! 
Maddened and gladdened its spirit is free ! 



■«K<-«^ I 



I 
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Tossing like white-maned steeds, hissing like 
wind-swept reeds. 
Flashing, and crashing, wild wave over wa,ve — 
Rising in anger, falling in clangour, 
Like armour-clad knights on a field of the 
brave ! 

Pushing and crushing, white-plumed ones rushing. 
Bursting to join in the weltering fray ; 

Frenziedly dashing, deaf 'ningly clashing — 
The dust of the conflict configured in spray ! 

To the skies shouting, all order flouting — 
Never was known such astounding career, 

Dizzily swirling, wheeling, and whirling — 
On and away by moor, meadow, and mere ! 

Gleaming and glancing, like thick-massed pikes 
dancing, 

Hurrying, skurrying, over the plain ; 
Aught in the way of it ? Whish ! and away with it 

Man, beast, or lumbering log, off to the main ! 



So, from its caging, resistless and raging, 
So shall young Freedom sweep over the land, 

To skies above sending its long wild shout, rending 
The sentinel hills with its thunderings grand ! 



.'JM 
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Its track be a red one, its course be a dread one, 
A mad one, a glad one, for who will be free, 
And ah, for the quaking knaves ! ah for the sons 
of slaves ! 
Sass'nachs and soulless ones swept to the sea ! 

[From three lakes on top of SruaiU, in South- Western 
Donegal, a river runs out, and bounds over the brink of 
the mountain, dashing down a precipice nearly a thousand 
feet high.] 
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IN EXILE. 



It is a favoured land of sun, 

Of joy, and heart's delight ; 
Where airy beauty wings the day» 

And pleasure wings the night, 
And lives float smooth and sweetly. 

As glad bee's honeyed hum ; 
I know, I know, I'm happy here, — 

Yet thoughts do come. 
Till I close my heart with a hard, sharp snap. 



The thrush is in the tall tree-top, 

He calls both loud and sweet : 
A glad blue sky bends over me. 

Wild flowers are round my feet ; 
The bloom is on the sweet-briar bush, 

The down is on the plum : 
I'm happy here, I know, I know — 

Still thoughts do come : 
And I close my heart with a hard, sharp snaj). 
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My father's hill was bald and bleak, 

My father's hut was small, 
The wind that moaned o'er Bamahask, 

Was drear as death's cold pall ; 
Yet true that when I looked good-bye 

My soul within was numb : 
But now, I know I'm happy here — 

Still thoughts will come, 
Though I close my heart with a hard, sharp snap ! 
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IS BINN BEUL NA THOSD.i 

Is hinn beul na thosd / That mouth is sweet 
Which prattles not the stumbUngs of a brother. 

But in its very muteness doth entreat 
That we more gently bear with one another. 

7s binn beid na thosd / That mouth is sweet 
Which trumpets not the woes that we inherit. 

But seals the lips till at Death's welcome feet 
The burden *s laid, and freed the weary spirit. 

Is binn beul na thosd f Melodious 

As grandest organ to high heaven peaUng ; 

As pleasing to his lofty sense, and us, 

Is that mouth, man's unceasing murmurs 
sealing. 

* The silent mouth is melodious. 
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WHEN I WAS TWENTY-WAN. 

It's a stormy night, my pipe's alight, and I sit 

me by the fire, 
With a divil a soul to disturb me, save the cat, 

and the kittens by her, 
I'll hitch my chair — a black oak log — right up 

again* the brace. 
And cross me legs in comfort, and smoke me pipe 

in paice ; 
I'd like to have a seanach, now, with Rory or 

with Dan, 
Or any of the boys I knew when I was Twenty-wan. 

But, no : for Rory 's gone long since, and Dan is 

gone likewise, 
And many another — ^Uke that puff, they started 

for the skies ! 
Ye're most an' ould man now yourself — come 

Lammas, seventy-seven — 
And ould Time is thrinnlin' ye fast, me lad, to 

the goolden gates of Heaven ; 
Faith Mick, me boy, it's quare to think what droll 

things filled your span — 
There's changes, troth, and strange ones, since 

you were Twenty-wan ! 
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Ye mind the day that Una tripped with you 

unto the Altar, ^ 
And Father Peter laid on yous the matrimonial 

halter ? 
Ye mind her sweet wee face, a gradh, dark hair, 
i^^'v"': and sloe-black eyes, 
That murdered many a stout lad's heart ere 

you bore oft the prize ? 
Ye carried a head as high them times as any in the 

Ian', — 
For throgs ye were consaited, when ye were 

Twenty-wan. 

And maybe with some raison, too, for ye were 

strong and hale, 
And tall, and straight as a rowan-tree, with heart 

that couldn't quail ; 
Ye were first at heavin' the shoulder-stone, and 

first at caman play ; 
And your features was well-favoured, too, the 

neighbours used to say. 
But howsomever that may be, at laist it's true, 

me man, 
The girls admired Mick Moran when he was 

Twenty-wan. 

And, och ! how Irish girls have changed in the 

years that's gone since then. 
They aren't sure, the same cailins they used to 

be, me frien' ; 
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But takin' afther foreign dames, and dressin' 

up like dolls, 
With under-skirts, and over-skirts, and frills, 

and foldherols. 
With fringes, flounces, fishies, and kid gloves, and 

a fan — 
The sorra dhraim such sins, they did, when I was 

Twenty-wan. 

No ; Una looked far prettier in striped petticoat, 
I vow ; 

She cut no haj^hin monkey-fringe to hide her 
sweet, white brow, 

The tightest stay she ever wore was my arm 
aroun* her waist, 

And when your lips met hers, a mhic, it wasn't 
paint ye'd taste : 

She wore no basket-bonnet, and no hat like a pan, 

And the sorra take the fishy when I was Twenty- 
wan ! 



They're talkin' still of Irelan' — her rights and 

wrongs and woes ; 
And for redress they're callin' — ^prayin* to her 

foes ; 
It seems to me — though I am ould, and maybe in 

the wrong — 
The logic long ago we used was readier, and more 

sthrong, — 
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In my young days, each took a pike and rose up 

to a man ; 
" Wrong, wrong ! " ye say — Well, blood was hot 

when I was Twenty-wan. 

The worl' htis grown mortial wise, and wisdom's 
still the rage. 

Troth, Mick, me frien', I sorely doubt your far 
behin' your age ; 

Your musty ould-worl' notions, sure, of what is 
wrong and right 

The lads that's primed with larnin' now, would 
call plain blatherskite— 

But still, I say, if larnin' goes with cunnin' han' 
in ban'. 

Give me the honest ignorance 1 foun' at Twenty- 
wan ! 

Well, God be thankit ! ye had cares and troubles 

in your day, 
But bore them, knowin' thoroughly the Man- 

Above's good pay ; 
And ye weren't throp mistaken — for, now ye're 

ould and ripe. 
Sure your days glide like the smoke-wreaths there, 

mat's curlin' from your pipe ; 
And lake that pipe you'll soon go out, — to ashes 

turn, me man — 
Just as ye've seen your comrades go since glorious 

Twenty-wan ! 
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BLESSED SORROW. 

My drear days are doled me from Sorrow's full 
sheaf ; 

Yours are blown from Joy's lips, kiss and kiss ; 
Yet I would not barter an hour of my grief 

For a year and a day of your bliss. 



£ 
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SHANE O'NEILL. 

On thy wild and windy upland, Tornamona, 

High above the tossing Moyle, 
Lies in slumber, deep and dreamless now, a 
warrior 

Weary- worn with battle-toil. 
On his mighty breast the little canna^ blossoms, 

And the scented bog-bines trail ; 
While the winds from Lurigaiden whisper hush- 
songs 

Round the bed of Shane O'Neill. 

Time was once, O haughty Warrior, when you 
slept not 
To the crooning of the wind ; ~^ , 

There was once a Shane whom daisies could not 
smother, 
And whom bog-weeds could not bind — 
Once a Shane with death-shafts from his fierce 
eye flashing, 
With dismay in fist of mail — 
Shane, whose throbbing pulses sang with singing 
lightning — 
Shane, our Shane, proud Shane O'Neill ! 

* The bog-cotton. 
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Him the hungry Scot knew, and the thieving 
Saxon, 
Traitorous Eireannach as well ; 
For their mailed throats often gurgled in his 
grasping, 
As he hurled their souls to hell. 
Sassenach now and flouting Scot and Irish traitor 

Breathe his name and turn not pale, 
Set their heel upon the warrior's breast, nor 
tremble — 
God ! the breast of Shane O'Neill ! 

Will you never, O our Chieftain, snap the sleep- 
cords ? 
Never rise in thunderous wrath — 
Through the knaves and slaves that bring a blight 
on Uladh, 
Sweeping far a dread red swath ? 
O'er the surges shout, O you on Tornamona, 

Hark, the soul-shout of the Gael ! 
'* Rise, O Chief, and lead us from our bitter 
bondage — 
Rise, in God's name, Shane O'Neill." 
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THE COMING OF OWEN ROE. . 

(" The disheartened and disorganised natives were 
seriously deliberating a wholesale emigration to the 
Scottish Highlands when a word of magic effect was 
whispered from the sea-coast to the interior. On the 
6th of July, 1642, Colonel Owen Roe O'Neill arrived oft 
Donegal.** — M' Gee's History of Ireland,) 

Ho ! Phelim, rouse your sorrowing soul, and raise 

your head once more ! 
Glad news, glad news for aching hearts comes from 

the northern shore ! 
Magennis and Maguire, come each from out your 

'leagured tower. 
And spit upon their Saxon laws — defy their Saxon 

power ! 
O'Reilly and O'Hanlon come into the light of day ! 
Come forth, come forth, and chase the gloom that 

wraps your souls, away ! 
Ho ! fling the Sunburst to the winds — sound 

trumpet loud and drum ! 
Ho ! ring thy echoes, Ulster, out, Owen Roe, 

Owen Roe, is come ! 

To North and South, to East and West, speed 

with the joyous news. 
Press Heaven's own winds into your cause the 

tidings to diffuse ; 
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On, on, o'er mountain, moor, and marsh — through 

wood, and brake, and fell — 
On, on, as though pursued by all the vengeful 

powers of hell ! 
On, on, nor sleep, nor bait, nor pause, till starts 

from sleep the land, 
And hope has gleamed in every heart, and steel in 

every hand, 
And eyes are fired that erst shone meek, and 

tongues loosed that were dumb — 
Till Heaven is rent with thunders of, Owen Roe, 

Owen Roe is come ! 

Ho ! proud and haughty Sassenach, look to your 

powder now ! 
Look to your spoils, O robber ! for, sore need you 

have, I trow ; 
Look to your lives, ye sleuth-hounds false ! for 

naught shall us withstand. 
Since Owen Roe, owe own beloved, with Vengeance 

is at hand ; 
Ho ! Saxons, tjnrants, spoilers, by Liffey, Foyle, 

or Maigue, 
Where'er you're found, Owen's heavy hand shall 

scourge ye as a plague ! 
Oh, heUish memories steel our hearts, our mercy- 
sense benumb ! 
Up Gaels ! Up Gaels ! Revenge ! Revenge ! Owen 

Roe, Owen Roe is come ! 
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A GRAVE. 

A queer place for a grave, do you not tbiak? 

O'er-hanging high the ever-restless sea, 
Upon a precipice from off whose brink 

A souJ might plunge straight to eternity ; 
Below, the mad waves ope their mighty jaws. 
Display their cold white fangs, and greedy maws. 

And here, by the lone grave, a few aged trees 
Bend, sorrowing o'er its mound, their tottering 
forms. 
Which, tall and straight, once looked out o'er the 

Alike in Summer's glory. Winter's storms ; 
At howling tempests rude, and lightning shock. 
Laughing full scornful from-the headland rock. 

But ruthless Age found them upon the height. 
And snatched away their mantle proud of 
green, 

And left them gnarled, bent, ugly to the sight, — 
A few scant leaves upon them only seen, 

'Mong which the breeze with melancholy tone. 

Is wont to mourn in weird notes all their own. 
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'Twas here he asked his lone grave should be 
made — 

Here, where he used to roam at evening's close, 
And sit him down beneath the gloomy shade, 

And hold communion with the thoughts that rose, 
Like ghost-shapes, conjured 'fore him, face to face, 
By grim surroundings of the 'witching place. 

He was a poet and was wont to trace, 

Strange shapes in earth, and sky, and sea, and 
air — 
Hear whisp'rings strange from many a thing and 
place. 
Where common ears might listen, eyes might 
stare 
In vain. Ah ! could they hear the tales that he 
Oft read from out the hoUow-murmuring sea. 

For he could revel in weird sights and sounds — 
The wild waves rolling, lashing, far beneath. 

The gaunt trees grimly moaning o'er grave-mounds. 
The lone wind sweeping sadly o'er the heath. 

True, he was strange (as bards are wont to be). 

And fed his mind on fancies, greedily. 

I said he was a poet, yet don't mean 
He put his deep thoughts into verse or rhjnne. 

Or decked the songs from Nature he did glean 
In jingling trappings and in measured time— ' 

Barren were worck t' express their vast intent, 

So, locked within him, to the tomb they went. 
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And if this spot did sad appear before, 

It now in sooth is doubly, trebly so, 
The grey old trees seem bending o'er him more 

Each day ; the winds more melancholy blow 
Among the sere leaves, like to rustling shrouds 
Of spirits gone, that throng the place in crowds. 

More dirge-like murmurs, too, the sounding sea, — 
This eve is calm, yet hear its grieving tone. 

Like something human, singing piteously 
A hushed keen for the true friend it has, known. 

And lost. Sleep now. Bard of the silent Tongue 

With harp untuned, and rarest songs unsung ! 
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THE PATH ACROSS THE MOOR. 

One harvest evening as I took the road from 

Glenties fair, 
I overtook a fresh-lipped cailin of modest mien 

and air, 
So pleasant our discoursing was, it grieved me, 

to be sure. 
When she said at length '* Good-bye, kind sir, my 

path's across the moor." 

I looked upon her wistfully — her gaze fell on the 

grass. 
** It 's lonesome walking is the moor,'* I said, 

" mo chailin deas ; ^ 
And the path is not so narrow, but there's room 

for two, I'm sure ; 
If you don't object I'll take with you the path 

across the moor ? " 

*' The moon is up, the path is straight," she 

answered courteouslie, 
*' And I never do feel lonesome when crossing of 

Tiree : 

^ My pretty little girl (pron. Mo diolleen dyass). 
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I thank you very kindly, sir, but to my father's door 
I've always took the path alone," she said, ** across 
the moor." 

" That the path's both safe and pleasant for one, 

I'm sure is true"; 
But you guess not its delights," I said, *' when 

jogged along by two." 
** A kind good-bye, pray, gentle sir ! My father 

he is poor, 
And I, a humble maid, have never been beyont 

the moor." 

** You do your father wrong," I said, *' for his is 

wealth untold, 
The king of royal Spain is not so rich, for all his 

gold. 
And, rank and worldly riches for me have little 

liure — 
I'd barter both, with you to walk henceforth across 

the moor." 

I looked into her tender eyes ; she blushed and 

cast them down : 
I touched my lips upon her hand ; still Rosie did 

not frown ; 
I took her hands in both of mine, and prisoned 

them secure, 
While she murmured, " You may join me on the 

path across the moor." 
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FATHER PHIL. 

{A Donegal Sagart of the old days,) 

Wet or dry, or frost or snow, 
Warm or cowl*, blow high blow low — 
Twas all the same to Father Phil, 
Aist and waist he wandered still : 
Aisin' here an achin' head, 

Liftin' there a load of sin, 
Leavin' one lad with the dead, 

Welcomin* a new-come in ; 
This day helpin' ye to grieve, 
Next day, without ** By your leave " 
Soothin' down your passions quick 
With the virtues of his stick : 
Here to-day, and there to-morra. 
Equal plaised with joy or sorra. 
Gloom or gladness, work or aise ; — 
Troth, he was'nt hard to plaise : 
No way scrupulous how he ate — 
Whether on a cushioned sait, 
Settin' tables in a roar ; 
Or with childre on the floor, 
Aitin' tatties off the scay, 
Payin' with his dhrollery. 
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Och ! Father Phil, God rest ye, then, 
Twas you that was the poor man's fren' ; 
And though your flock was poor indeed, 

Yourself was poorest of them all — 
I've seen your grate without a screed] 

And ne'er a rush-Ught on the wall : 
Ye weren't kilt with this world's pelf — 
Withour a cross ^ to bliss yourself. 
I've known ye go for days and days, 
Joyin' and grievin' quite at aise. 
Ye siu'ely were a hardened sinner — 
I've known ye, goin' without your dinner, 
To turn Pat Brogan back his dues, 
Bekase, ye said, he wanted shoes — 
Beneath your chair ye hid your own 
For fear he'd see them — and ochSn, 
They were a sight ! Instead of leather, 
Nothin' but holes to keep out weather ! 
And then you'd fly in such a passion 
If people only gave ye ca'tion 
And told ye not to get wet-shod — 
'Twas then you'd wield the chast'nin' rod — | 

And faith your reverence had the knack I 

Of reachin' a delightful crack. I 

Of all the sinners ever grew ; 

Was ne'er a one parvarse as you ; ! 

Thinkin' ye were so mortial wise 
That no man could your acts advise, 

1 A penny. (In ancient times a cross was indented in 
pennies by which they could be broken into farthings.) 
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O vainest man ! and sure the while 
Your wit was less than sucklin' child. — 
And thinkin' — Ach, what's this I say ? 

The Lord forgive me for these railin's ^! 
You're cowl' and dead, and in your clay, 

And with ye I should lay your failin's. 
Sure, after all, the harm ye done. 
Poor man, was to yourself alone ; 
Ye ne'er harmed us, unless that day 
When ididu / ye went away 
Into the graveyard dank and dhrear, 
With broken hearts lined round your bier, 
And women's shrieks — I hear them still ! 

The very dead they might alarm ! — 
That was the day, och, Father Phil ! 

The only day ye done us harm ! 
Och, when the cowl', damp clay went down 
And cruelly wrapt your coffin roun', 
It chilled our hearts, it froze, ochSfty 
The very marrow in the bone ! 
It quenched the last wee ray of light 
And left us in Despair's dark night, 
Och ! in the cowl*, cowl' worl' alone. 
Nor one to love us now, och none ! 
Sure God forbid we ere should know 
Again such day of bitter woe ! 
\^en hundreds in their black despair 
Would laid them down beside ye there. 
In the cowl' grave — ^but near ye still. 
Their own belovM Father Pml 
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THE HEDGE 



When the Night shaU 1 

shame if we forget 
One band of unsung b 

a debt. 
When we brim highca 

memory let us pled 
Who gathered their .«^ 

friendly hedge. 

By stealth they met their pupils in the glen's deep- 
hidden nook. 

And taught them many a lesson was never in 
English book ; 

There was more than wordy logic shown to use in 
wise debate ; 

Nor amo was the only verb they gave to conjugate. 

When hunted on the heathery hill and through 

the shadowy wood. 
They climbed the clifi, they dared the marsh, they 

stemmed the tumbling flood ; 
Their blanket was the clammy mist, their bed 

the wind-swept bent ; 
In fitful sleep they dreamt the bay of blood-hounds 

on their scent. 



Irish breast ; 
And through the diead, diead night, and long, 

that steeped our island then, 
The lamps of hope and fires of faith were fed by 

these brave men. 

The grass waves green above them ; soft sleep is 

theirs for aye ; 
The hunt is over, and the cold ; the hunger passed 

away. 
O, hold them high and holy ! and their memory 

proudly pledge, 
Who gathered their ragged classes behind a 

friendly hedge. . 
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RESIG 

Be still, sad soul, b 
Bend you to Heave 
When the toilsome 
And the summit st 
When secrets are i 
All hidden things i 
All mysteries made 
The good we doubl 
Vexed questionings 
I'll say. Well, God 



Methought you went full soon, 
In the rapture of the noon. 
In the glory of the sun. 
Your noble work begun — 
In your grasp the magic wand 
That would rouse a stricken land — 
A while you fain would stay ; 
But the call brooked no delay : 
You sighed, and bowed your head, 
And they put you with the dead. 



And tbe Hot blood tKiunding tree. 
Through the beating veins of me. 
At most but some sad hours 
And He'll call me when Night lowers. 

Oh, at the Trysting Gate. 
With radiant face you'll wait ! 
With arms in love outspread 
To take a weary head, 
And clasp it to your breast 
Where always it found rest. 
You'll speak no word for joy, 
But, crooning o'er your boy, 
Draw him into the Light 
Where nevermore comes Night. 



A S 

Columba, Columba ! you are far from Doire now, 
The glory-crown you sought and won bedecks your 

noble brow. 
Your pleading voice is dear to God, 'mong all 

those saintly ones — 
Then Columba, O Columba ! have pity on your 



Columba, O Columba ! In the Oak-wood of your 
love, 

Forgotten are great Days and Deeds, forgotten is 

the Dove, 
Forgotten Love, and holy Hate, and withering, 

scorching Scorn — 
Where once strode Men, now Creatures crawl, 

ignoble and base-born. 

Columba, O Columba 1 In Doire of the Grove 

That once was nearest to your heart, three loath- 
some monsters rove. 

Their names are Craven, Slave, and Knave — they 
strangle Soul and Will, 

Till now are left few men — few Men — in Doire 
Colmcille. 



Their mightiest are the meanest, their loftiest axe 

the low — 
Columba, O Columba ! how long shall this be so P 
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THIS EASTER MORN iK IRELAND. 

This Easter morn in Ireland 
Old Brannie barks, the roosters crow, 
To hail the first faint yellow glow. 
The lark springs from his sleep-sweet nest, 
The blackbird preens his song-filled breast, 
And, one below, and one above. 
They lilt aloud their lay of love ; 
And Larry, Patrick, Mick and Ned, 
Rush, tumbling from the outshot bed ; 
They crow, and cry, and clap with glee 
To see the sun dance on Raghree, 

This Easter morn in Ireland ! 

This Easter morn in Ireland 
The tables groan with hearty cheer 
They have not known for one long year — 
With spuds and eggs, and tea and fish. 
And buttered bread — all man could wish. 
Oh, glad the eye and glib the tongue 
Of smiling eld, and laughing young, 
Who draw their stools and chairs around 
Or bravely squat upon the ground ; 
But passing great is little Mick — 
The stacks before him' vanish quick, 

This Easter morn in Ireland ! 
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This Easter mom in Ireland, 
With jest and joke, and chat and chaff, 
Gay repartee, and heart-whole laugh, 
Across the moor to early Mass 
In pairs and bands the neighbours pass. 
There, plotting low an evening stroll. 
Go Patrick Kane and Rosie Cole : 
'Mid spellboimd group, with many a saw. 
Here, Eamon Ban lays down the law : 
All hearts go gaily, feet go light ; 
The world is good, and life is bright. 

This Easter mom in Ireland ! 

This Easter morn in Ireland 
The linnet, robin, wren, and thrush. 
Make musical each budding bush ; 
The hills are lit with whiter glow. 
With softer song the streamlets flow. 
All bliss is there, all cares forgot. 
Sweet joys abound, and pain is not. 
Upon the gay and gladsome sight 
The sun smiles down with new deUght ; 
Earth seems a bridal robe to wear : 
Ah, would, my heart, I, too, were there 

This Easter morn in Ireland ! 
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THE LITTLE BLACK ROSE. 

In a far land South does the Black Rose bloom. 
And sweet is the south with the rich perfume 
That the dalljrog white winds wile and woe 
From this flower of fragrance, Roisin Dubh.^ 

To nourish this rose drops the dew in the morn, 
The linnet its praise lilts all day on the thorn, 
And for it fond Nature spreads each gay hue, 
Ay, the sun himself smiles for Roisin Dubh. 

Oh, many and many a comely knight 

Whose glance was bold, and whose lance was 

bright, 
Rode into the south where the Black Rose grew — 
But none ever came back with Roisin Dubh. 

For long and long have I dreamed of this Rose, 
That bends'' its black head where the white wind 

blows, • 
Till the heartjn my bosom is burning to woo, 
The flower of all flowers, an Roisin Dubh. 

1 Pr. Roy-sheen dhoo : " Little Black Rose." 
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I'll journey forth, and I'll journey far, 
No man shall hinder, no clan shall bar : 
Through forests of foes a highroad FU hew, 
Or win my way to Roisin Dubh, 

I'll lay the black head where my bosom heaves, 
I'll touch with my Ups its quivering leaves : 
It's South, and its sun, and wind, and dew. 
Then I'll be for ever to Roisin Dubh. 
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TOO LATI 

A kind word delayec 
And the heart crk 

A fond word was sti 
And Love died. 

G^ youth with hps 
Beware ! beware ! 

Oh, maiden light-he: 
Take care, take ca 

The truest-sped arrc 
Winged by Fate, 

Most cruel to harrow. 
Is named Too Late. 
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LULLABY. 

Softly now the bu n is rushing, 
Every lark its song is hushing, 
On the moor thick rest is falling 
Just one heather-blade is calUng — 
Calling, calling, lonely, lonely. 
For my darling, for my only, 
Leanbhdin 0, Leanbhdin 1 

Trotting home, my dearie, dearie, 
Wee black lamb comes, wearie, wearie, 
Hear its soft feet pit-a-patting 
Quickly o'er the flowery matting. 
See its brown-black eyes a-blinking — 
Of its bed it 's surely thinking, 
Leanbhdin Leanbhdin I 

The hens to roost wee Nora 's shooing, 
Brindley in the byre is mooing, 
The tired-out cricket's quit its calling 
Velvet sleep on all is falling — 
Lark and cow, and sheep and starling — 
Feel it kiss our white-haired darling, 
Leanbhdin 0, Leanbhdin ! 

1 Pronounced \yan-a-wan — ^White child. 
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DRUIM-FHIONN DUINN DILIS.i 

Och ! what IVe bore for ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 
This heart it is sore for ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 
In the long nights alone, 
Often I sigh and groan, 
Hearin' your weary moan, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 

Ay, bitterly sigh for ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 
I who would die for ye, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis . 
Must wait, meek and lowly, 
While dastards xmholy 
Are murderin* you slowly, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 

And can't strike one blow for ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilisy 
And daren't say No ! for ye, 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dUis f 

1 Pronounced Dhrimin dhuing dyeelish, literally " the 
white-backed brown cow," an allegorical name for Ireland 



\ 
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It's false to our name we are, 
Covered with shame we are, 
In some horrid dhraim we are, 
' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis / 

Och, sure they never tire, 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
Tellin' of Grainne's byre, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
How, snug and warm ye lay. 
Smothered in lowlan' hay, 
Dhraimin' your life away, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 

But the black stranger came, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis / 
Set the stout roof aflame, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
Left neither stick nor stone, 
Out on the world alone, 
Turned ye that day, mo hhron ! 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 

You with your tender form, 

'Dhruim-fhiofin duinn dilis ! 
That never knew hail nor storm, 

' Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis / 
In teeth of the dhrivin* snow 
When the black north winds blow 
O'er the bleak moor to go, 

* Dhruimfhionn duinn dilis / 
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And they told us — them wronged you— 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
That to no one belonged ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 
Ay, warned us to spurn ye 

From our hearts thought to turn ye, 
Forbade us to mourn ye, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 

But, a chuisle mo chroidhe, a stor / 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
We loved ye then ten times more, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis! 
Till death we'd have stood for ye, 
Shed our heart's blood for ye, 
Stemmed the red flood for ye, 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 

And with God's holy will, 

* Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
These dimmed eyes will one day fill, 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis ! 
When Grainne's stalwart men, 
March with ye home again — 
Och ! ril die happy then 

'Dhruim-fhionn duinn dilis I 



< 
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CHAORA BHIG DHILISJ 

'* O, Chaora Bhig Dhilis, the Ware-day is here, 
And the sweet, juicy braird has begun to appear ; 
As, near to my patch I can't trust you, you know, 
So still Hallowday dawns to the hills you must go, 
O, Chaora Bhig Dhilis / " 

" On the moim tains, O Patrick, it's hard is the 

heath. 
And tender, you know, are your Chaora Bhig's 

teeth ; 
They'll put sore them sharp rocks, too, on soft wee 

feet, 
O Patrick, so cruel don't be, I entreat. 
To Chaora Bhig Dhilis ! 

*' To stay on the lowlands if me you'll allow. 
One blade of your braird I'll thieve not, I vow ; 
In Ireland a happier sheep 'ill not be. 
Nor a happier man than you watching of me. 
Your Chaora Bhig Dhilis / " 

1 Pron. Chaera Vig Yeelish — ^Dear Little Sheep. In 
Donegal, the sheep in Ware (Spring) are sent up to the 
mountains, and tsJcen down to the Lowlands again after 
the crops are harvested. 
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1 1 - - - . - 

" O, Chaora Bhig Dhilis, you never will rue 
Your visit up yonder, for grand is the view ; 
From fax parts, the great folks throng there with 

dehght. 
And they never be tired, they tell, of the sight, 
O, Chaora Bhig Dhilis ! " 

'* But put one of them grand folks to live on the 

hill, 
Only grand view and heather his stomach to fill, 
And beUeve me, O Patrick, nine chances in ten, 
But diff 'rent's the tale he would tell to you then ! " 
Said Chaora Bhig Dhilis ! 

" There's sheep on those hills, too, might teach me 

to steal. 
And there's worse — for, O Patrick, think how 

would you feel 
Some black day you'd/ come and find, [crashed 

through her head, 
A cruel big rock, and stiff, cold and aead — 
Poor Chaora Bhig Dhilis / " 

The sorrowful picture soon made him comply. 

• ••••• 

In his corn-field next morn a sore sight met his 

eye — 
In the hedge hung a thief, no kick, and no groan. 
For, swung by the neck-band, and dead as a stone, 
Was Chaora Bhig Dhilis ! 
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MIKE FROM GARRYOWEN.i 

Near the Canadian border, where gently sloped 

the sward, 
Full weary men we halted us, told off a trusty guard, 
And gladly laid our aching limbs on carpet soft 

and green, 
And greeted warm the cloak of rest eve wafted on 

the scene, 
We thought of Ireland far away, and every eye 

was dim — 
We thought upon the morrow's fray, and every 

face was grim — 
Our reverie was broken by the sentry's ringing tone, 
" Halt ! who goes there ? " and soft reply, " I'm 

Mike from Garryown." 

Loose-Umbed and big, and soft and young, with 

wealth of flaxen hair. 
Half awkwardly, with rising blush, he walked 

among us there. 
The hghts that dance on Shannon's wave still 

played about his eyes. 
In whose clear depths we knew the blue he caught 

from Irish skies, 

^ The Irish Republican army nambering four hundred 
encountered and defeated sixteen hundred of the enemy 
at Limestone Ridge, June 2nd, 1866. 
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3und his mouth was meant to grant 

ffas raw — 

lest pleading warmth the sternest 

him might thaw, 

e boys, ye mean to place ould Grania 

throne, 

to help ye ! " said Mike from Garry- 

o'er with freshness, with Irish hfe 

red veterans came like boys and sat 
lis knee ; 

er the breezy hills where he so late 
yed, 

's banks and flower-starred holms, 
1 we leaped and played ; 
rere we warriors rude, but loving- 
boys, 

h boyhood's innocence, and gay with 
's joys 1 

ad pressed our lids that night, her 
)'er us thrown, 

d hearty, trusty, friends had Mike 
rryowen. 

med pulse, at morning's call, we 

jur scanty ranks, 

e blessing pleaded, and for blessings 

ave thanks. 
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Our eager hearts were beating high, for joy they 

were aglow — 
Another hour, old Mother ! and for thee we'd deal a blow. 
But proudest there the Limerick boy, for fluttering 

fold on fold, 
Above his high-tossed head he reared the Irish 

Green and Gold ; 
He looked upon our ranks, and on the flag above 

him blown — 
'* Now, glory be to God this day ! '* said Mike 

from Garryowen. ^ 

Soon hotly he encountered the English one to four, 
A slogan wild, and like the storm, down on their 

ranks we bore ; 
Like mowers in the corn-field we plied the bright 

blades keen, 
Mike steadily pressing in the front, and waving 

high the green ; 
When like startled deer they scattered, he sank 

on the hillside. 
The spotless soul fast quitting him upon a crimson tide. 
We gathered round, his face lit up, deep joy was 

in his tone^— 
" Boys, what a day for Gramachree ! '* said Mike 

from Garryowen. 

" On a sunny hill by Limerick ye'll find a patch 
of farm. 

An' a cabin, when ye near it your heart 'ill some- 
how warm ; 
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A poor ould woman lives there with a heart that's 

vexed an' lone. 
Belike, if it's the evenin' she'll be on the threshold 

stone 
A-strainin' of her misty eyes to where the sun goes 

down — 
Ye'll know her, for her like again is not on Irish 

gromi' — ^j 
Say, for the" pdisdin fionn a croidhe^ to never 

more bemoan, 
He's died for Grania's glory, and for hers in 

Garryowen ! " 

We dug a grave just where the blood had dyed 

the green sod red, 
With tender care, poor boy, we laid him in his 

narrow bed. 
The hill it sloped to eastward, so he looked him 

far away 
To Ireland of his heart's love and the Dawning of 

the Day ! 
As we packed the cold clay on that breast whose 

kind warmth lingered yet, 
Hearts thawed them from a. frost of years, and 

furrowed cheeks were wet, — 
Salt tears besprayed the daisied quilt o'er his fair 

head was thrown, 
" Now rest with God, a gkradh," we said, " poor 

Mike from Garryowen ! " 

' Fair-haired child of ber heart. 



IN MELANCHOLY MOOD. 



From a far world, and cold and lone, I plead a 

heart- wrung plain, -~ - - 
O Mountain-guardians of my home, throw wide 

your arms again ! 
For, desolate, heart -hungry, and sore-sick of sout 

am I, 
In my heart's sad depths I yearn, I yearn, within 

your arms to lie. 
The world has proved so false, and life grown 

bitter on my tongue ; 
Gone every rainbow hope before my foolish eyes 

that sprung. 
I'm weary-worn, and at my breast there gnaws 

a sharp-toothed pain — 
0, Mountam-guardians, take me to your loving 

arms again. 



Dark Mountains of my love, long-lost, forbear 

that hurting frown. 
To my woeful weight of sorrow add not sorrow's 

iron crown. 



84 BALLADS OF A COUNTRY-BOY 

You cherished me in childhood, you held me when 

a boy, 
In your big embrace, and gave me all the world 

may give of joy — 
You told me tales and sang me songs, and showed 

me treasures gay ; 
I turned my back on you — ^may God forgive ! — 

one evil day. 
Nor dropped a tear — but left you. And now, when 

sorrows rain, 
I cry, O Mountains of my home, throw wide your 

arms again ! 



Woe worth that luckless day of days I chmbed 

your topmost knoll ! 
That bitter day and hour down dropped from me 

my peace of soul. 
I saw a guttering world beyond, whereat a strange 

unrest. 
My life of dream had never known, was stirring 

in my breast ; 
A-through that world, afar, it drove me many a 

footsore mile. 
To find it base, its gUtter false, and treacherous 

its smile. 
My breast is racked, my heart is dry, and throbbing 

loud my brain — 
O, Mountains, take me, draw me, to your loving 

arms again ! 
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O, rugged ones, with hearts so warm, for all ye 

look so wild, 
Stretch forth your mighty arms, and gather me, 

an errant child, 
In your great clasp, and bathe my weary spirit 

with your balm, 
To your blue bosom fold me, cloak me in your 

holy calm, 
That only broken is by black-cock's crow, and 

plover's flap. 
And plash of speckled trout on the still lakes 

within your lap ; 
With ye Til find forgetfulness of a world so void, 

so vain — 
O, Mountains, Mountains, of my love, fling 

wide your arms again. 
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FAREWELL TO DONEGAL. 

s • 

The big ship she lies waitin', 

And manned by all her hands, 
To hoist the sail by the mornin's gale, 

And off to foreign lands ; 
Soon we must sigh a sad good-bye, 

To friends and kindred all. 
To the homes we love, and the hills above, 

In dear old Donegal ! 
In dear old Donegal ! 
In loved old Donegal ! 
To the homes we love, and the hills above, 

In dear old Donegal ! 

Oft through her glens we've wandered. 

We've roamed along her hills, 
When skies were bright, and young hearts light 

And wayward as her rills ; 
But dire misfortunes gathered since 

And to our lot did fall, 
Tis why we go, with load of woe, 
From dear old Donegal, 
From dear old Donegal ! 
From loved old Donegal ! 
Tis why we go with load of woe, 
From dear old Donegal ! 



And the white lights on them fall ; 
And all the while we're many a mile 
From the hills of Donegal : 

Of dear old Donegal ! 

Of loved old Donegal ! 
And all the while we're many a mile 

From the hills of Donegal ! 

There's Teague and Ted, and Paddy's Ned, 

And Micky Roe and I, 
Will every one,' ere the morrow's sun, 

Have bade you a last good-bye ; 
Och ! sore 'twill grieve our hearts, to leave 

The hill where curlews call. 
And fairy rings where the blackbird sings 
All day in Donegal, 
In dear old Donegal ! 
In loved old Donegal ! 
And fairy rings where the blackbird sings 
All day in Donegal ! 

Farewell to the heathery mountains. 
And farewell to the pleasant vales, 

To the'fJashing rills from the grev old hills. 
That sweep adown the dales. 
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To the boys so rare, and the cailins ia.k, — 

Tis fare-ye-well to all ! 
For God knows when we'll meet again 
In dear old Donegal ! 
In dear old Donegal ! 
In loved old Donegal ! 
Och, God knows when we'll. meet again 
In dear old Donegal ! 
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THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN DOOR. 



Lone is the house of my Love, 
The house with the green door 

That opened to let my Love in, 
And opened never before. 



It shut behind her that day ; 

In my face blew the bitter rain 
I cried aloud at the door. 

Calling her name — in vain. 



Oft I went back through the storm, 
Strong the impulse that bore me, 

Stinging the sleet in my face, 

And chill the welcome before me. 



It opened but once before, 
Once it will open again, 

The house with the green door, 
And noiseless bolt and chain. 
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Many my fruitless journeys ; 

Yet, sometime the light will burn. 
And friends watch late in my house, 

And I shall not return. 



I shall have found my welcome. 
And a wide-thrown green door : 

And I will tarry, in my Love's house 
Shut close for evermore. 



It said : God whispered in my heart on a day 

when earth was young, 
Saying, His world was brigntened by the thousand 

flowers that clung. 
And crept, o'er bank and brae, and from the tall 

trees hung — 

Saying, the great moor decked itself with 

dancing heather-bells, 
The whin-bush gilt the stony hills, the fox-glove 

graced the dells. 
And a hundred haunting scents and shades were 

on the fairy fells — 

Saying, that after all he saw, his heart was sad 

that hour ; 
For, while with teeming beauty earth glowed 

beneath her dower, 
Only the poor bleak bogland had not one eladd'n- 

ing flower. 

'Twas pity for the poor bog that no flower lit at 

dawn — 
I'll go, I said, and make my home its bosom bare 

God whispered in my heart and said, I bless thee, 
Caenavaun. 
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So on the winds of Autumn to the far boglands I 

sped ; 
While Winter prowled, I cowered there, and 

buried my little head, 
And the poor heart within me was chilled in my 

cheerless bed. 

But, tripping Spring, with soft warm feet, at 

length above me trod, 
My courage leapt, remembering the kindly whisper 

of God, 
And I ventured a tender leaf or two above the 

bare black sod. 

I saw my sisters nigh me there, self-exiled from 

their bowers. 
Came Beltinne to find us all running up fleecy flowers, 
Hoisting our milk-white standards in token the 

bog was ours. 

My grief ! that never hither hied the bee on his 

sweet quest : 
Though oft a skylark sang to us, in the heather 

he sought his rest : 
Only the twittering wagtail made with us his 

homely nest. 

Yet is our life in the bogland of pleasure a merry 

round : 
When the kind warm sun is beaming we are 

children all white-gowned. 
In jovial bands disporting wide over our big 

play-ground. 
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Again, we are gladsome long-veiled brides — 

thousands with never a groom. 
Or, the bog, we play, a desert is, and, moving in 

penitent gloom, 
We are white- turbaned pilgrims who toil to the 

Prophet's tomb. 

When comes a lone day Winter lost from off 

his North-gone car, 
Shaking in sadness our white beards, and wishing 

' the grave not far, 
Tis bent and buffeted old men, vexed with a 

weary world, we are. 

Proud is the bog of the milk-white heads that over 

its bareness nod > 
Not the moor boasts beauties exquisite as spring 

from this black sod ; 
And joyous are we that gladdened it, and 

gladdened the soul of God. 



Forlorn was that day I listened to the bog-wind's 

lonely wail, 
When, huddling under a low black bank, watching 

the Caenavauns quail. 
One of them, sheltering near me, said in my 

pitying ear this tale. 
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Sons of Banba, Wa! 

All the stars are • 
And the world's awi 

While in torpor Sliu yc uc ; 
Heard ye not reveille playing, 
Voices calling, watch-dogs bayii^, 
Quick feet tramping, horses neighmg, 

Songsters choiring in the blue ? 
Sons of Banba, Rouse ye ! Rise ye t 

There is work for men to do. 



Sons of Banba, Wake ! 'Tis morning ! 

Long the bell for work has pealed. 
All around ye droops the harvest. 

Lone the steward waits in the field. 
Oft his call — nor were ye hearing, 
Men are needed for the shearing. 
Men toil-loving, men unfearing. 

Brave of heart, and hard of thew, 
Sons of Banba, Rouse ye ! Rise ye I 

There is work for men to do. 
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Sons of Banba, Wake ! Tis broad day ! 

High the sun rides o'er the hill, 
Gold grain 's bursting, blades are rusting, 

And ye steeped in slumber still. 
Brave men wrought when ye were weeping, 
Wise ones sowed when ye were sleeping, 
Now a harvest 's for the reaping, 

Sickles many, labourers few, 
Sons of Banba, Rouse ye ! Rise ye ! 

There is work for men to do. 



Sons of Banba, Wake ye ! Wake ye ! 

Passing, fleeing, is the morn, 
Let God's harvest fall and wither, 

And ye'll wake to shame and scorn. 
Hear ye ! Hear ! the cry for workers ! 
You men ! True men ! — Loungers, shirkers. 
Slaves and knaves, and low-born lurkers. 

Them let stupor woo. 
Sons of Banba, Rouse ye ! Rise ye ! 

There is work for MEN to do. 
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iEALTH TO THE BIRDS. 



Uh to ike birds one and tdl ! 
he birds great and small ! 
it from hill and hedge call, 
highlands and islands of grey 

Uh to them, 

k to them, 

ieallh to them all t 



re's a health to the mavis ! 
the mavis that sits on the thorn, 
gay breastful to brighten the morn, 
the load of the man in the corn ! 
last ne'er be tuneless its heart ne'e 

lealth to the mavis ! 



•:. I- ■' 
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11. 

Here's a health to the leverock ! 
A health to the leverock that loves the blue sky ! 
No bog is too low, no hill is too high, 
And the moor 's not too poor, for the leverock to 

lie : 
May its name, and its fame, and its song, never die ! 

A health to the leverock ! 



III. 

Here's a health to the linnet I 
A health to the linnet that lilts on the tree, 
The httle green linnet so pretty to see. 
The linnet whose tinkling tones gladden the lea- 
High health, and heart- wealth, little linnet, to thee! 

A health to the Unnet I 



IV. 

Here's a health to the blackbird ! 
A health to the blackbird who hides in the bush. 
In the glen, far from men, where the dark rivers 

rush. 
And rolls a full soul in the round notes that gush 
From his silver-toned throat at dawning's first 
flush— 

A health to the blackbird ! 
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V. 

Here's a health to the wren ! 
Ay, a health to the wren, too, the devil's dear pet,^ 
Though thousands of years he's owed a black debt. 
And it's often we've made the vile thummikin 

sweat — 
But, away with old scores ! forgive and forget ! 

Here's a health to the wren ! 



VI. 

Here's a health to the birds one and all / 
A health to the birds great and small — 
The birds that from hill and hedge call. 
Through the highlands and islands of grey Donegal — 
Here's a Jiealth to them. 
Health to them. 
Health to them all ! 



1 It was a wren, we say, that betrayed to the soldiers 
the whereabouts of our Saviour : so, our lads persecute it. 
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ILL IN EXILE.i 

It's oh, for a day on Dooran hill, 

With the west wind blowing free ! 
Like a leash-slipped hound my blood in bound, 

And a spade in the hands of me ! 

A spade in the tawny hands of me, 

Keen joy at the finger-tips, 
And the song that sleeps in my heart's far deeps 

To be trolling off at my lips ! 

Upturning with vim the brave brown earth 

That is fragrant to the soul ; 
And whose balmy breath drives far vexed Death, 

Making the sick one whole. 

Were it mine, all the gain of the Spanish Main 

In the lap of the world Fd spill, 
Wet lips of the wind on my brow to find. 

And my feet upon Dooran hill ! 



^ St. Mary's Hospital, Cincinatti, O. 



\ 
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6itne. 

The pleasant paths your feet had blessed 

Beneath our changing sky, 
The flower-swept brae, the flame-struck moor. 

You left without good-bye — 

And little linnet's plaintive pipe, 

And throstle's cheery call 
That charmed your soul, through days of bliss. 

In glens of Donegal : 

You left the fond Hills of your Heart 
Where love's bright bow found birth ; 

And one you left who loved you, Love. 
Above all things of earth. 



But now, your linnet always lilts, 

Your throstle ever trills, 
Where you uplift a radiant face 

Amid eternal hills — 

Through mazes of unending bliss 
Down glens of joy you glide — 

Would God your hand were held in mine, 
And I walked by your side. 



j-«.i 
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